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Of dear and  of doughty, for them death had

gotten.
Now sit thou to feast and unbind  thy mood

freely.
Thy war-fame unto men as the mind of thee

whetteth.                                                   490

Then  was  for  the  Geat-folk  and  them  all

together

There in the beer-hall a bench bedight roomsome,
There the stout-hearted hied them to sitting
Proud in their might: a thane minded the service,
Who in hand upbare an ale-stoup adorned,
Skinked the sheer mead; whiles sang the shaper
Clear out in Hart-hall; joy was of warriors,
Men doughty no little of Danes and of Weders.

IX. UNFERTH CONTENDETH IN WORDS
WITH BEOWULF.

SPAKE out then Unferth that bairn was of
Ecglaf,

And he sat at the feet of the lord of the

Scyldings,                                                 500

He  unbound   the   battle-rune;   was   Beowulf's

faring,

Of him the proud mere-farer, mickle unliking,
Whereas he begrudg'd it of any man other